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their quarry, and redoubled their energies at slaughter* Ma-
chine-gun fire from the northern crest became furious. The
last two officers of the American machine-gun sections which
had been part of the battalion were killed. There were but nine
guns originally and now only one remained in action. It sput-
tered a weak and inadequate reply to the flow of lead from the
other side. The dead were everywhere, but the semblance of
the hollow square still remained, made more awful by a stench
that only seasoned fighters know.
Major Whittlesey and his two captains, McMurtry and
Holderman, had been no better off than the humblest private.
They had scooped out their own shelters and remained within
them while directing the defense. They were just as foodless,
waterless, and harassed. Theirs was a greater responsibility
and perhaps in that sense they suffered more than the others.
There was nothing to do but wait and defend this ravine of
death. Their only communication with the outside world, the
white panels to signal the aviators, had seemingly failed.
In the drizzle which fell on the morning of Monday, Octo-
ber jth, nine men had slipped into the German lines before
dawn with the hope of collecting a few packages of food
dropped by the aviators. During the afternoon a dirty, be-
draggled figure in khaki, carrying an unloaded rifle to which
was attached a white rag, appeared at Whittlesey's shelter. The
firing had lulled. The battalion commander was conferring
with McMurtry and Holderman. The messenger was a sur-
vivor of the food detail, who reported that five had been killed
and the others wounded or captured. He bore a note from the
enemy, written in precise English and addressed:
To the commanding officer:
Sir; The bearer of this present, Private 	, has been
taken prisoner by us. He refused to give the German Intelli-
gence Officer any answer to his questions and is quite an

